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Morning After 


There's cotton in my mouth, someone with an extremely strong grip is squeezing my brain, and there's an 
unidentified body next to me. Good morning, hangover. The body shifts, and | glance down. Blonde curls. Thinning 
blonde curls. Looks almost like.. 


Oh no. Oh no oh no oh no. The body stirs, raising sleepy blue eyes to look at me. Oh God. It's David. 


‘Mm.Mornin." He rests his head on my chest and snuggles against me. My arm is around him. | think | might 


be sick. 


"David, | - Did we..?" He lifts his head again, frowning. | don't really need an answer for that. I'm naked, he's 
naked, and that frown is telling me everything. Oh God. | pull away from him, hurrying out of bed to the 
bathroom. | barely have time to kneel at the toilet before I'm retching. I'm pretty sure | won't have any 


internal organs left when lim done. 


When | walk back into the bedroom - after a nice hearty round of brushing my teeth, thank you very much - 
David's sitting up against the headboard, wrapped up in the blankets, knees drawn up to his chest. l'm suddenly 


very conscious of my nakedness, and start looking for my pants. 


"How drunk were you last night?" Fuck, this is a small room, there are only so many places they could be. "Do 
you remember anything?" Holy Hell, how do you lose a pair of jeans in a room with one bed, a chair, and a 
desk? 

"Tico." 


"What?" He cringes, and | immediately feel sorry for snapping at him. But dammit, | can't find my pants. 


"I - check behind the tv cabinet." Eureka! No idea where my shorts are, but at the moment I'm more 


concerned with covering up than how many layers | have on. 
"Will you stop ignoring me now?" No. | don't want to. | want to go back to my room, get some more sleep, not 
talk to you until we have to see each other at sound check or whatever. Even then | won't talk to you unless 
you'll pretend everything's normal and nothing ever happened. 


"Tico." 


"David, | - what do you want me to say? It was a mistake, okay? Whatever we did and however much of it - 


l'm not gay!" 
"| would have believed that a lot more 24 hours ago." 
"| was drunk." 


"I know. Will you please at least sit down and talk to me?" | sigh and pull the chair away from the desk, sitting 
down stiffly. | want to bolt for the door, go lock myself in my room for a while. If | ignore it, it'll go away. 


"You don't have to act like you expect me to jump you any minute. I'm not some crazed rapist, Teek" 


| sigh and lean forward in the chair, resting my head in my hands. l'm not capable of rational thought right 


now, the pounding in my head harsher than anything I've slammed out on stage. 
"So how much of last night do you remember?" 


"Um." Focusing hard, | vaguely remember going to the bar with Jon. Shots of.something. Richie came down. 
More shots of.something. Chased down with some kind of girly drink Chase the girly drink down with some 
whiskey. Chase the whiskey with more shots. Jon and Richie leave. They might have told me why but | don't 
remember it. Couple more rounds, didn't feel like going upstairs right then. David sitting across from me. "Up 


to when you came to the bar." 


"That's if?" 


"Yeah." No. David ordering a pitcher of beer. Then an empty pitcher of beer. A walk to the elevator, legs barely 


holding me, David's arm around my waist, me leaning on him. He didn't let go of my waist in the elevator. 

"I remember getting in the elevator." We talked | don't remember what we said but David was smiling and 
blushing. Then he was kissing me, pushing me against the wall. My hands were around his back under his shirt, 
| was kissing him back "And making out." 

“That it?" 

The pounding increases, | can barely hear his voice. "Do you have any Advil?" 

"Front pocket, smaller bag." 

| dig it out. My fingers brush something smooth and plastic - Jesus, it's a vibrator. This is too much 
information to process right now. | go to the bathroom and wash the pills down with a few swallows of water. | 


look like shit. 


David's relaxed a little, not so tightly wrapped up in himself and the blankets. This time | sit on the corner of 
the bed. 


"How come you didn't tell any of us you were gay?" 
He shrugs. "Jon knew. And it never really came up. 
"You could have brought it up’ 

"Yeah, But does it make that much difference?" 
"Well, this would have been slightly less of a shock’ 


‘Only if you knowing | was gay meant you'd expect to wind up in bed with me at some point, which would be 


ridiculous." 
"Good point." 


My head's a little clearer now. | remember David leading me down the hall, stopping at his room. | don't 
remember asking about it. Inside the room it isn't very clear. | remember getting pushed against a wall, | 
remember him dragging me over to the bed and the two of us tumbling on it. He tossed my jeans over his 
shoulder - that explains why they were behind the tv cabinet. | have fuzzy memories of more kissing, skin 
against skin, moans filling the room. | have one very clear image of David hovering over me, face twisted in 


pleasure. 


"Any blanks you need filled in?" 


"Did you - | - who was on top?" 

"You'd know it if you got fucked, Teek" | don't think I've ever heard such venom mixed with amusement before. 
| know the amusement comes from me not knowing anything about how it feels the morning after you get 
fucked. | know where the venom comes from too, and it bothers me. 

"Stop talking to me like I'm so terrible, Dave. I'm not the one who took advantage of me when | was drunk." 

He winces. "| didn't know how drunk you were." 

"You knew | was, though." 

"How much did you have to drink before | showed up? | knew you were drunker than you got from just the 
half pitcher of beer, because I've seen you after half a pitcher. | just didn't think you were no-memory, no- 
sense-of-rational-thought drunk." 

"| was down there for at least an hour before you came, and | pretty much always had a drink for that hour." 
"You hit on me in the elevator." 

"| did?" 

"You told me | was cute. Then you said ‘not just cute, Dave, you're frigging sexy as Hell‘, and you'd ‘fuck me in 
a second’ if | was a chick. And | knew you were drunk, but | thought maybe you were at that level where you 
still know what you're saying but you don't remember the idea of consequences so you just say it” 

"That doesn't sound like anything I'd say." 

"I know, but you said it.” 

"Didn't that give it away?" 

"What do you want me to say, Tico? | knew you were blackout drunk and just wanted to take advantage of you 
for the Hell of it? What kind of fucking person do you think | am? | wanted you to fuck me, and when you gave 
me an opening | took it. | wasn't thinking, | wasn't just doing it to give you something to hate us both for in the 
morning, | just wasn't thinking ahead, okay? So stop acting like I'm some evil rapist” 


"Forgive me if | feel a little violated right now, David" 


He sighs and pulls the blanket tightly around him again. | don't know what to say. | don't think he does, either, 


because the room is silent for what feels like an eternity. I'm about to get up and go when he speaks up again 


"You were pretty good." 

"Jesus, David." 

"Especially as drunk as you were." 

"Stop." 

"Sorry. Thought you might like to know. I'd been looking forward to it for a while, | wasn't disappointed." 

"Stop it!" What the Hell is he trying to do? "Wait - a while?" 

He nods, curling himself up a little tighter. 

"How long is a while?" 

‘Couple years." 

‘Jesus, David" | don't know what to say, | don't know what to do. | know my head is still throbbing, although the 
pounding has dulled. | know my stomach is switching between telling me | need to eat and telling me it'll get rid 
of anything | eat. | know l'm confused and angry and | feel taken advantage of. But | don't know what to say to 
David and | don't know what to do. So | get up and walk to the door. 

"Tico, wait." 

No. | leave and hurry back to my own room, making a mental note to never drink again 


Inside an elevator. Im wobbling, but David keeps me steady with his arm around my waist. | lean against the walls in 
the comer for balance, but he keeps his arm around me, drawing close against me. Hs body is warm and 
comfortable, | like it 

"Youre awfully cute." 

He smiles and blushes, looking at me with those intense eyes he has. "Am |?" 

‘Uh-huh, Not just cute - youre frigging sexy as Hell" 


He laughs. "You're drunk, Teek" 


‘Maybe, a little. But you are, youre a sexy thing If you were a chick Id be all over you." 


Lips on mine. Warm, soft, plant. A moan, but Im not sure if its me or him. Hs tongue slps past my lips and this 
fime | know its him moaning. Hs arm tightens around my waist and he pulls me closer. | let my hands slp around 
his back, sliding up under the hem of his t-shirt to feel his skin | let my tongue slide against his, feel him push 
tighter against me and moan again A dinging noise registers in the back of my mind, and he pulls away, looking a 
little shocked but not unhappy. 


What the fuck, my brain is trying to kill me. | groan and turn over, burying my face in the pillow. Never. 


Drinking. Again. Never. | mean it. 
My stomach growls at me like a wild beast. | need to eat. | need to shower first, though. 


The hot water cascading down on me is heavenly. | wonder, if | turn it up hot enough can | just burn off last 
night? | fucking wish. This might be the longest shower I've ever taken - | don't feel clean. After scrubbing 
myself three times | resign myself to the fact that I'm not going to stop feeling dirty for a long time and get 


out. 


| order room service. I'm not in the mood to take the elevator, especially because | might run into David. | fully 
intend to stay planted firmly in the room until it's time to go to the arena, and l'm going to head down a little 
early for that because David's always late and I'd much rather ride down with Jon or Richie or Hugh. 


l'm trying to shut my brain off but it's not working. | don't want to think about last night, but my mind keeps 
focusing on the one or two things | can remember clearly. David across from me in the bar. David in the 


elevator. David over me, pure pleasure etched on his face, hips moving - 


Enough. | turn on the tv, but it's all mindless and | turn it back off after the second time around the channels. 
| finished the only book | have with me on the plane yesterday. | could go down to the gift shop and buy a new 
one, but | doubt they'll have anything that holds my interest. Plus, that means taking the elevator. 


My food comes, and l'm almost desperate enough to start up a conversation with the guy who brought it. But 


| let him go and eat my food, trying to concentrate more on that than David and moaning and skin on skin 
Oh for the love of God, stop it. Why is it when | get drunk enough to forget | never forget everything? 


| give up and turn the tv back on, settling on the first asinine movie | come across. It's not enough to hold my 


interest, not even enough to keep me awake. 

David's straddling my thighs, on his knees. Hs arm is behind him, two fingers in his ass, body trembling and writhing 
He's got his head thrown back, eyes closed, these incredible whimpers and moans escaping him as he works hmself 
on his hand. He's moaning my name and Im not even touching him 


l reach for his cock, pumping him hard. He gasps and rocks harder on his hand, hps thrusting into my fist. 


"Tico, oh God, | - Teek - oh, oh fuck, oh Teek." He groans as he slides his fingers out, wiping his hand on the sheets. 


Another groan as he takes my hand off his cock and moves forward, easing himself down on my throbbing 
erection. Oh shit, that's hot, tight, fuck fuck fuck thats good 


Hs lps are against mine, tongue finding its way past my lps fo duel with my own, fucking himself on my cock. He 
keeps moving faster, harder, until | can't do anything but lie there and moan 


"Tico - good, oh - Teek, Teek, | - unh, oh God oh God oh fuck -" 
He pulls back, hovering over me, moving faster, faster, my hps slamming up to meet his, wordless groans ripped 
from my throat as the mother of all orgasms tears through my veins to coil in the base of my spine and wait for 


him fo.. 


"Tico! Fuck!" Hs whole body tenses, muscles clenching around me as his come spurts onto my chest. He keeps 


moving his hps as | cry out and come inside him, so intense Im worried | might pass out. 

Fuck. 

I'm too goddamned old to be having wet dreams. And too goddamned straight to be having them about David. 
Jon collapses on the couch next to me. 

"Hey, Tico, you know what's wrong with David?" 

Yes. "No. Something's wrong with David?" 

"He was off a lot tonight. Not anything anyone would notice, | don't think, but off. And as soon as the fans 
cleared out he went right back out and he's been sitting at the keys this whole time. Don't think he even 
showered or changed." 

Shit. | loop the towel | was drying my hair with over my neck. 


"And | would know what's wrong because..?" 


Jon shrugs. "Last night he was on his way to find you at the bar, so | thought if it was something big he 
mighta said something.’ 


"Nope." 
"Will you go talk to him? | would but if | don't shower I'm gonna smell like this permanently. 


No. | don't want to. "Sure." He smiles and bounds off, and | make my way to the stage, where David's hunkered 


over one of his keyboards. He doesn't look up or stop playing when | sit down, 


"You ok?" No response, it's like I'm invisible. "Jon's worried about you." His arm nudges mine as he reaches for 


the high notes he needs. He doesn't look up, his hair hanging down to hide his face. "David, I'm sorry - " 
"Nothing to be sorry about." Nothing moved. If | didn't know his voice so well | wouldn't have known it was him 
speaking. "You didn't do anything wrong, Tico. You drank too much, but we all do that. | knew you were drunk 
and | didn't care because | knew you wouldn't say ‘no’. Which is really terrible. 'm sorry." 

Jesus. His voice has that quality it only gets when he's really upset - it's kind of wavering. Nothing anyone who 
doesn't know him would hear. And | put it there - he's right, though, | really didn't do anything wrong. How the 
Hell do | make amends for something | can't really be blamed for? 

| wrap an arm around his shoulders, and he stops playing. "Tico, | - Jesus." He draws his arms in, resting his 
elbows on the keyboard with the worst noise I've ever heard come out of one of these things, his head 


dropping into his hands. He starts to shake - oh God, he's crying. 


Guilt. | shouldn't be feeling guilty. | didn't do anything wrong! Dammit, dammit, dammit. | tighten my arm around 


him, trying to pull him closer. He resists, resists, then melts and curls into me. 

I'm so sorry, Teek, | didn't - | mean, | - I'm so, so sorry." 

"David, it's okay." | hate saying that when | don't mean it. It's not okay. He's been keeping secrets from me and 
he took advantage of me and | feel like | lost my best friend last night because this isn't going to ever be the 


same. | don't want to hold it against him, but what the Hell am | supposed to do? 


He's apologizing. He means it. If | could go back and undo this | would but | don't know if it would be for me or 


him. Both, | guess. 


He stops shaking but still holds on, clutching my t-shirt in his fists. Part of me wants to push him away and 
yell at him. | can't do that but dammit | need to. 


"Please don't hate me, Tico." 

"| don't hate you, David" Part of me does. Maybe that's why | feel guilty - because there's a part of me 
recoiling at his touch, a part of me that can't stand to look at him because of what he did to me. | don't want 
to hate him, but | do. 

| mean, | get it if you don't forgive me. Just don't hate me." 


"| don't hate you." If | say it enough it becomes true. Thats how this stuff works, right? 


David shifts so his face is buried in my neck. | can feel his tears against my skin. Part of me sneers at him 


for crying, part of me tenses at his touch because is he getting off on the closeness? Part of me hates me 
for daring to think so poorly of this man who has been my closest friend for years. The rest of me is just 
confused. 


l'm never drinking again 


